RALPH    RASHLEIGH
answered,   his   expression betraying the hardness  of his
duty.
'What,* said his daughter vehemently, 'will you give up
the man who has saved our three lives, and who has trusted
your generosity by telling you the truth, which would never
have been known but for his own confession? You will
hand this man back to the brutes who tortured him so ter-
ribly that he would rather risk death in escaping than endure
it any longer? Fly, Rashleigh, fly while there is time! Go
back to the bush, and live in safety, and try to forget the
ingratitude of your own race. And call upon me if ever you
need help. At least you shall find one white person whom
you shall have no cause to remember as ungrateful/
'No, lady/ said Rashleigh quietly, 'I do not blame the
Colonel, for I know that he cannot do other than his duty.
I can only hope, sir,* he went on, turning to Woodville,
*that, if you find that I have spoken the truth about my
colonial career being free from crime, you will intercede to
prevent me being sent back to Coal River/
The old man had sunk back into his chair, with his face
hidden in his hands ; at the runaway's appeal he looked up*
'No one has ever before accused Hugh Woodville of in-
gratitude, and you, Lucy, know how you have wrung your
father's heart by your hard words. No, listen to me/ he
went on as Mrs. Marby made as if to speak. *I will do all
and more than Rashleigh asks. I will see that a strict in-
vestigation is made into his colonial history, and if I find
that he is not all corrupt, I will exert all the influence I have
to secure his freedom/
'That is like my dear papa!' exclaimed Mrs, Marby,
embracing him. 'And I am sure from his conduct towards
two helpless women that he will merit all your kind in-
terest/
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